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“LIFE OF A MARINER.” 


Thie Picture is the Frontispiece of a small book recently pub- 
lished by Mr. James Lorine, entitled * Life of a Mariner : 
being a Narrative of the Conversion and Adventures of Major- 
General Andrew Burn, of the Royal Marines, revised from the 
Edinburgh edition.”” The following is an extract from the book. 


Shortly before leaving the American station, the 
Milford very narrowly escaped being wrecked in 
Halifax harbor, by a hurricane, of which Lieu- 
tenant Burn gives the following account :— 

“ Bless the Lord, O my soul; and all that is with- 
in me praise his holy name, for the speedy and un- 
expected deliverance he wrought this day, when 
death in all its horrors seemed ready to swallow 
me up !—When we moored the ship yesterday af- 
ternoon, having every thing snug, no foremast, no 
masts or yards aloft, we imagined ourselves perfect- 
ly secure. But how insufficient are all human pre- 
cautions, when they oppose the ministers of the 
Almighty’s vengeance! We are too apt to dread 
the approach of danger when it is farthest off, and 
to think it at a distance when it is very near. We 
went to bed in the greatest security ; but between 
three and four this morning, there came on such a 
violent hurricane, that, before we could well get 
our clothes on, the ship snapped both her cables in 
two like a rotten thread, and drove with amazing 
velocity, we knew not whither, so thatevery body 
was looking out for instant destruction. We struck 
two men-of-war in our way, carried away the lar- 
board-quarter gallery quite smooth, asif it had been 
cut with a knife, lifted one ship’s anchor from the 
bows to the quarter deck, shaved off the head of 
another, and a few minutes after run ashore on a 
heavy surf. We began firing guns of distress, and 
the mizen-mast was ordered to be cut away; but, 
before it received a single stroke of an axe, the vio- 
lence of the wind snapped ‘it off a foot above the 
deck ; and just as we were expecting every moment 
that the ship would bilge or go to pieces, it pleased 
the Almighty to abate the wind: the sea instantly 
went down; and shores being fixed to keep the ship 
upright, we lay quiettill day-break.—Then we 
found we had been driven a mile from our moor- 


ings, and had been providentially directed toa spot | 
of sand, close to a ledge of rocks, where, had we | 
touched, the consequence must have been fatal.” | 

In the latter end of the year 1778, the Milford | 
was ordered home ;_ but as, in the preceding years, 
several of the marine corps had been left in Ameri- 
ca when the ships proceeded to Eqgland, Lieuten- 
ant Burn, who anxiouly desired to Févisit his native 
land, and tosee once more his wife and family, set 
aparta day to entreat the Lord for these things, 
that he might be allowed to go home in the ship,— 
that he might have a safe and prosperous voyage, 
that he might find his wife and children in health 
and growing in grace,—that he might find the chil- 
dren of God, with whom he was connected increa- 
sed in number, loving Christ and one another, and 
blest with every grace of the Holy Spirit, and that, 
when he joined them, he might be more zealous 
for God—more holy, humble,and more circumspect 
than ever. But while in suspense, he strove against 
indulging in pleasing anticipation, or appearing to 
dictate to Providence. ‘* Nothing,” says he, ‘* that 
I can possibly conceive in this life could give me 
so much pleasure and satisfaction as being once 
more comfortably fixed with my wife and children. 
But if it be the Lord’s will to determine otherwise, 
my heart deceives me very much, if, after a few 
struggles, it would not cheerfully acquiesce in the 
decree of Providence. Let me go or stay, my 
whole heart and soul shall say,—‘* The will of the 
Lord be done!’ His prayers were heard; and on 
the 27th of January 1778, he had the pleasure of 
leaving Halifax. They encountered a furious storm 
in the middle of the Atlantic; but afier a passage 
of twenty days,anchored safely at Spithead : though, 
on examiming the vessel, it was matter of universal 
astonishment that she had escaped foundering, as 
her main-keel was found to be broken in two. 

On February 28 he joined his family, with whom 
he remained comfortably for ten weeks, when he 
was sent on the recruiting service, in which he was 
engaged the greater partofthat year. Early in the 
next, he was promoted to the rank of captain-lieu- 
tenant, and ordered on active service. The Eagle, 
to which he was appointed, was destined for India; 
and the idea of so Jong a separation from those he 
loved, was dreadful to a man of such an affection- 
ate disposition as Captain Burn. While the vessel 
lay at Spithead, there was some probability of his 
being relieved by another officer; and he made ap- 
plication, both to the general and the admiralty, for 
this purpose. But, though his request was granted 
by the general, he faild of obtaining his wish, the 
captain who was ordered to replace him, not arri- 
ving at Portsmouth in time. Though the disap- 
pointment was acute, he bore it with patience. ‘I 
have now,” said he, on the day before he sailed, 
‘given up every hope of being relieved from this 
India voyage; and I trust the Lord will, ere long, 
make me to see it was good for me I had not my 
own will.” And, on the morning when the fleet 
sailed, he thus expresses himself.—‘* Now, my soul, 
look back, and see how the Lord has defeated all 
my efforts, and my hope of being delivered from 
this long voyage, and say without murmuring, His 
sovereign will be done! And while, through thy 
grace, I shall be enabled to trace thy footsteps in 
the various dispensations of thy providence, may I 
every day have fresh cause to cry out, Good is the 
Lord ; just and righteous are all his ways !” 

Captain Burn relieved the tedium of the voyage, 
by endeavoring to instruct the marines intrusted to 
his charge, not only in their military duties, but in 
those higher concerns, which, by a strange infatua- 
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tion, men, the more they are exposed to danger, the 


by one, into his cabin, and, laying aside the officer, 
assumed the humbler guise of a Christian teacher ; 
but he who could lead soldiers fearlessly to a field 
of battle, laments, that he found himself timid when 
he attempted to recommend a Saviour to his fellow- 
sinners. P 
The fleet in which he sailed, on its passage, touch- 
ed at Madeira. This beautiful island then present- 
ed a wretched picture of the miserable influence of 
the Romish superstition on a population of devotees, 
where priests bear rule. (See Picture.) 

*‘ [this morning took Jeave of the shore and town 
of Funchal, happy in recollecting I was born a 
Briton, and not a Portuguese; a Protestant, and 
not a Roman Catholic; a freeman, and not a slave. 
What filth, ignorance, and superstition, have I been 
witness to for some days past! What a pleasing, 
fertile spot might this island be made, if there were 
nor such swarms of ecclesiastical locusts, priests, 
friars, and nuns, who eat up the fat of the land, 
and do nothing towards cultivating it! There are 
at least sixty thousand inhabitants in Madeira; but 
the greatest part live in what an Englishman would 
call a state of poverty. The clergy, noblesse, and 
principal merchants, fare sumptuously, while the 
rést starve, and are slaves. If it were possible to 
make the stump of an old rotten tree walk, you 
could hardly distinguish it from a Portuguese peas- 
ant. ‘The bloom of health I have not seen on any 
face, male or female, in all the island. The better 
sort, who are screened from the sun, look as if they 
were just recovered from a fit of sickness ; and the 
lower class seem burnt and shrivelled to a cinder.” 
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NARRATIVE. 














THE ABANDONED. 


The following facts I had from the mouth of a 
venerable clergyman in B——, whose days, wheth- 
er estimated by the amount of good accomplished, 
or by their actual number, can neither be said to 
be ‘‘ few or evil.” It rarely falls to the lot of hu- 
manity to reach the ‘‘ fourscore years,” which, ‘‘by 
reason of strength,” men sometimes do; and more 
rarély still is it the privilege of an aged minister to 
look back upon the history of half a century's min- 
isterial labor, and find, ‘‘ no line he would wish to 
blot.” ‘That this is true of the venerable man to 
whom I refer, as of any man, all who ‘‘ have com- 
panied with him all the time he has gone in and 
out among them’ can testify. But my purpose is 
not to write his eulogy, but to state two facts that 
have come under his knowledge. 

In the early part of his ministry, he instituted 
circular conferences, and to make them more in- 
teresting, and bring the truth to bear more on in- 
dividual consciences he adopted the plan of person- 
al conversation. At one of these meetings, he be- 
gan‘in one corner of the room,and was going round, 
in order to converse familiarly and affectionately 
with each individual. He had proceded buta little 
way, when some young ladies, who sat in an oppo- 
site part of the room, began to bestir themselves, 
and manifest a determination to avoid a rencounter, 
which might possibly disturb their false security. 
With much ado, and by passing directly by their 
minister, they got out of the room. 

‘*] looked at them as they went out,” said the ven- 
erable man, ‘and felt that they were running away 
from the means of grace. I marked them, I have 
marked them—I have observed their course in life. 
In the course of my ministry here, I have been 
blessed with eight general revivals—some of them. 
very powerful and extensive. ‘They passed through 
all, uninterested spectators. Not one of them was 
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they had lived. A few weeks ago, I committed 
the last of them to the silent tomb. ‘They lived 
and died, to human view, uninterested for their 
souls, and unawakened, unconverted, unsanctified, 
unsaved.” What a comment are facts like these 
upon the honor which God puts upon the means of 
grace ; and who that reads this will ever undervalue 
or slight them? On his own head rest the respon- 
sibility! Verily there is a God that has said, ‘* My 
spirit shall not always strive.” 

‘I was once called,” says the same venerable 
man, “ to visit a young lady, who was said to be in 
despair, She had at some time previous, been’ se- 
rious, and had, it was hoped, resolutely set her face 
Zion-ward. In an evil hour some of her former 
associates, gay, pleasure-loving young ladies, called 
on her to accompany them to a ball. She refused 
togo. The occasion, the company, the parade and 
gaiety, were all utterly dissonant with her present 
feelings. With characteristic levity and thought- 
lessness, they urged her—ridiculed her “‘ method- 
ism,” railed at the cant and hypocrisy of her spirit- 
val guides; and, finally, so far prevailed, that with 
a desperate effort to shake off her convictions, and 
regain her former carnal security, she exclaimed, 
“ Well I wilt go, if 1am damned for it.” 

‘God took her at her word. ‘The blessed Spirit 
immediately withdrew his influences, and instead of 
the anxious sigh and longing desire to be freed from 
the body of sin and death, succeeded, by turns, the 
calmness and the horrors of despair. 

* The wretched victim knew that the Spirit had 
taken his final leave; no compunctions for sin, no 
tears of penitence, no inquiries after God, no eager 
seeking of the “‘place where Christians love to 
meet,” now occupied the tedious hours. 

‘Instead of the bloom and freshness of healtb,there 
came the paleness and haggardness of decay. ‘The 
wan and sunken cheek, the ghastly glaring eye, the 
emaciated limb, the sure precursors of approaching 
dissolution, were there. The caresses of friends, 
the suggestions of affection, all were unheeded. 
The consolations of piety, the last resource of the 
miserable, were to her but the bitterness of death. 
In this state of mind, I was called to visit her. 
When I entered the room where she was, and be- 
held her, pale and emaciated,and reflected that the 
ravages of her form without, but faintly shadowed 
forth the wreck and desolation within, 1 was almost 
overpowered. Never had 1 conceived so vivid an 
idea of the woe and misery of those who have 
“* quenched the spirit.” 

‘*] proposed prayer. The word threw her into an 
agony. She utterly refused. No entreaties of 
friends, no arguments drawn from the love of God, 
or from the fullness and freeness of atoning blood, 
could prevail to shake her resolution. I left her 
without having been able to find a single avenue to 
her heart, or to dart one ray of comfort into the dark 
bosom, which, to all human view, was soon to be 
enveloped in the blackness of darkness forever. 
Never shall I forget the dreadful expression of that 
ghastly countenance—the tones of that despairing 
voice. The impression is as vivid as though it had 
been but yesterday. O, that all the young, gay, 
thoughtless ones, who stifle the convictions of con- 
science, and repress the rising sigh, who dance a- 
long on the brink of utter reprobation and despair, 
would read and lay to heart the warning which the 
last hours and death of this young lady are calcula- 
ted so forcibly to make.” —Pastor’s Journal. 
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For the Youth’s Companion. 
“GO UP, THOU BALD-HEAD,.” 

There came an old man to Bethel. As he pass- 
ed: along the street, we may suppose he was medi- 
tating upon the wonderful events which had so lately 
happened. He wore the mantle of a friend, whom 
he had seen going up to heaven in a chariot of fire ; 
and as he looked upon it, he remembered how he 
had accompanied him from Gilgal to Bethel, and 
from Bethel to Jericho, and from Jericho to Jordan, 
and how with this mantle he had smitten the riv- 
er and its waters were divided, so that they went 





over on dry land. And he alse pondered upon his 
parting address to the sons of the prophets, and how 
his own heart burned within him as they went on 
and talked. He recalled also his emotions when 
he saw him ascend to heaven, and cried, the chari- 
ot of Israel, and the horsemen thereof. Nor could 
he forget how the Jordan was divided when he 
smote it with the mantle of Elijah, nor how the 
Lord had heard his prayer and healed the waters 
of Jericho. He came to Bethel to visit the school 
of the Prophets which was there, and to tell them 
of these things, and to encourage them to press 
forward in the great work. He was an old man 
and weary. He was known and respected by all 
good people, nor was he a stranger to the wicked. 
Even the children in the streets of Bethel knew the 
Prophet Elisha, and they gathered around him as 
he entered into the City ; but it was not to do him 
reverence. ‘They had been taught by their wicked 
parents to despise the prophets and huly men. The 
great majority of the inhabitants of Bethe! were un- 
doubtedly wicked men, for a golden calf had been 
set up there, for the people to worship. ‘This good 
old prophet had probably been there before, and 
preached to them about their idolatry and entreated 
them to turn unto the Lord their God, and warned 
them of the awful punishment which would assur- 
edly come upon the ungodly. For this they hated 
him, and as he passed through their streets, on er- 
rands of mercy, taught their children to say, ‘‘ there 
goes the old bald-headed prophet.” 

His righteous soul, like that of Lot, was vexed 
that a prophet of the Lord should be thus despised. 
The children thronged around him, but he did not 
turn to bless them. He went up, mourning over 
the idolatry of Bethel, praying that God would pour 
out his Spirit there, and convert these monuments 
of sin into the monuments of his mercy. Though 
insulted by the children of Bethel,while he was pray- 
ing for them he went on, turning neither to the right 
hand nor the left. The children followed him, in 
scores, just as you have seen them pursue and in- 
sult a poor man bereft of his reason, or an inoffen- 
sive idiot, in our days. They, sometimes become 
enraged, and turn about and throw stones at the 
wicked boys and drive them back; but old Elisha, 
the holy man, heeded not their abuse. Or if he 
turned about it was to reason with them, and try 
to convince them of their sin. He might be suppo- 
sed to have said, “children, I aman old man; have 
you not been taught to respect old age? I have 
done you no harm,why should you insult me? The 
eye of the Lord God is upon you; have you not 
been taught the fear of the Lord? I am afraid not, 
butlet me tell you that the fear of the Lord is the be- 
ginning of wisdom.” But what did they say? 
They mocked him. ‘They repeated the words af- 
ter him with reproaches and sneers, and added, 
“* Go up, thou bald-head ; Go up, thou bald-head.” 
Your master, they say, has gone up to heaven, in 
a fiery chariot, why did you not go up after him? 
Go up, thou bald-head. We would be rid of you. 
We want to hear no more of your preaching. When 
do you expect that God will send his chariot after 
you? Go up, thou bald-head. Or are you going 
up, first, as did your master, to take a farewell of 
your children, in yonder school of the prophets? 
Go up, thou bald-head; Go up, thou bald-head. 

Thus did the children of Bethel. They not only 
insulted and mocked the holy man, but they insult- 
ed and mocked the great and glorious God of heav- 
en. Ought such children to be permitted to live? 
The Prophet was amazed at their impiety. He 
turned back and looked on them, to see if they would 
persist to mock God and his servant. No doubt he 
wept in view of the awful destraction which was 
coming upon them. He cursed them in the name 
of the Lord. He cursed them, not because they 
had mocked him, but because they had spoken 
lightly of God. Probably they laughed at his de- 
nunciations ; but their mirth was of short duration, 
for there came forth two she-bears out of the wood 
and forty-two of them were torn in pieces. Hark! 
do you not hear their cries?’ There was mourn- 
ing and weeping, that day, in Bethel. The child- 
ren cried for help in vain. The bears had no mer- 





ree 


cy. And their bereaved parents cried with an ex. 
ceeding bitter cry, as they collected the scattered 
limbs of their dead children ana buried them out of 
their sight. ~ 

Children was not this an awful death? Remem- 
ber that although the bears do not come out of the 
wood when you speak lightly of God, to tear you 
in pieces, yet the wicked shall not go unpunished. 
A more fearful destruction will come upon those 
who repent not, when they shall be ¢urned into hell, 
where their worm dieth not and their fire is not 
quenched. 








OBITUARY. 








RUTH MARIA ROBBINS. 

A remarkable instance of the power of religion 
in sustaining the young mind in the trying hour of 
death, was exemplified in the case of Ruru Maria 
Rorsins, a child of but ten years old, who died at 
Quincy, Illinois, on the 22d of August last. This 
interesting child was born in Troy, N. Y¥. Ata 
very early age she discovered much strength of 
mind,and an uncommonly amiable disposition. Her 
mother was an exemplary member of the church, 
and one who was duly impressed with. the impor- 
tance of training up her children in the nurture and 
admonition of the Lord. Maria was the subject of 
many prayers, and received much wholesome in- 
struction when very yourg. . At the age of three 
years she was sent to the Sabbath-school. She ve- 
ry soon became much attached to her teachers; 
was always punctual in her attendance, and never 
failed to learn well her lessons. Atouta year ago, 
her parents removed to Quincy. Here there was 
no Sabbath-school, and the sound of ‘‘the church 
going bell” was not heard. Maria felt very sensi- 
bly these privations, and often-spoke with regret of 
the change in her situation. 

Her last illness was very distressing, but she 
bore it with all the patience and resignation of an 
aged Christian. The physician who attended her 
declared that he had never before seen so much 
fortitude and patience exhibited by one so 
young. When asked if she did not wish to 
recover, she answered, “If I should, I must 
die some time; I trust I am now prepared to 
go, then why should | wish to continue longer on 
earth. I desire to go to God, in whose presence 
there is fulness of joy, and at whose right hand 
there are pleasures forever more. ‘There ! shall 
be free from sin and pain, and dwell for ever with 
my Saviour.” She then said to her mother and 
little sisters, ‘I have put my whole trust in Christ, 
and now he supports me; you must all do likewise, 
and in the trying hour he also will be your support- 
er.” She was told a few days before her death that 
a church was to be formed at Quincy the next week. 
She said “I should be happy to join it,” and then 
inquired, “ Are there not some in all churches who 
are hypocrites?” Her mother replied, ‘‘ No, in 
the church of the first born, the society of Heaven 
are all holy, harmless and undefiled.” ‘‘ True,” 
said she, ‘“‘and J shall soon be a member of that 
society.” Then with rapture she exclaimed, ‘‘Fare- 
well, world, I am going home.” 

She often expressed a wish that she could see a 
minister of the gospel, that he might converse and 
pray with her. The Rev. Mr. B. was then in 
town, but unable to visit her, being himself very 
sick. Her wish, however, was gratified. The 
Rev. Mr. W. was providentially passing through 
Quincy a day or two before she died, and hearing 
of her illness, called tosee her. He found her fond 
parents bending in silent sorrow over the emaciated 
form of the patient little sufferer. He approached 
her bed-side. She extended to him her hand, and 
inquired if he recollected Maria Robbins. On be- 
ing answered in the affirmative, she said, I must 
soon die, will you pray with me? He complied 
with her request, and afterwards conversed with 
her, relative to her prospects in a future world. She 
was too feeble to say much, but expressed entire 
resignation tothe will of God. On being asked if she 
felt willing to die, she answered, ‘‘ Yes—for I have 
given myself to the Saviour, and he will never 
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forsake me.” After this her pain became very se-| vice and instructions. Let me therefore, my dear! not help wishing that you were present to en- 


vere, but she never suffered a murmuring word to 
escape from her lips, and was frequently heard to 
say, ‘‘ Lord, I bow before thee in humble submis- 
sion to thy ‘vill, and in this spirit she died. 
[Western Luminary. 
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RELIGION. 








PULL IT UP BY THE ROOTS. 

“Father here is a dock,” said Thomas, as he was 
at work with his father, in the garden, “shall I 
cut it off close to the root ?” 

“No,” replied his father, ‘‘ that will not do, I 
have cut it up myself many times, but it grows 
again stronger than ever. Pull it up by the root, 
for nothing else will kill it.” 

Thomas pulled and pulled again, at the dock, 
but the root was very deep in the ground, and he 
could not siir it from its place ; so he asked his fa- 
ther to come and help him, and his father went and 
soon pulled it up. 

“This dock root, Thomas,” said his father, 
“which is an evil and a fast growing weed ina 
garden, puts me in mind of the evil things that 
grow so fast in the hearts of children. A bad pas- 
sion even’ when found out is hard to be removed, 
itis of no use to trifle with it; there is no other 
way to overcome and destroy it, but to pull it up by 
the root.” 

“ You have often.seen in our garden, Thomas, 
that when the weeds are allowed to grow, they spoil 
all the plants and flowers that grow near them. So 
it is with evil passions in the heart ofa child. If 
a little boy is ill-tempered, we must not expect to 
find in him good-humor, cheerfulness, thank ful- 
ness, and a desire to make others happy. Anda 
little girl who is idle, we need not expect to be in- 
dustrious, neat, or careful. As weeds injure the 
flowers, so bad passions will injure good qualities. 
Ifa child is undutiful to his parents, and despises 
the commandments of God, we might as well look 
for a rose or a tulip in a bed of nettles, as hope to 
find in his heart those graces and good desires that 
we love to see growing there. Now this is quite a 
sufficient reason why all bad passions should be 
pulled up by the root. 

“Every bad habit, every evil passion which trou- 
bles you, you should try with all vour heart and 
mind to overcome; you should, if possible, tear it 
up. But you will find your own strength but weak- 
hess, and you must apply to that Almighty friend, 
who alone is able to strengthen you, and assist you. 
He can take from your heart the love of sin; and 
this is the only sure way of destroying it, as we 
have the dock, by pulling it up by the roots.” 

[Youth’s Friend. 











THE SABBATH SCHOOL. 








DUTY OF SABBATH SCHOLARS TO THEIR 
TEACHERS. 
‘* Hear instruction and be wise.”? Prov. viii. 33. 

Most of you, my dear children, have been told 
that Sabbath Schools are established in every town, 
and in almost every village in this happy country ; 
and that there are many children in other nations, 
who have no opportunities of instruction, and who 
at this moment, as your little hymn says, 

«© Dwell 

Where ignorance and darkness reigns ! 

Who know no heaven, who fear no hell; 

Those endless joys, those endless pains.” 
When you know this, and think of it should not 
your little hearts overflow with gratitude to God, 
for having put into the hearts of his people, a desire 
to form these institutions for your instruction in the 
way of righteousness? Should you not also try ve- 
ry much to please and oblige those who exert them- 
selves, and who give up their time to teach you? 

‘his is a point which too many of you, my dear 

children, fail in. Yes, I fear your teachers have 
too often to lament your inattention to their instruc- 
tions, and your neglect of their reproofs and admo- 
nitions. It is my wish that you may be made sen- 
sible of the advantages you now enjoy, and of the 
benefits you may derive, if you attend to their ad- 





children, beg your attention to what | am going to 
say on this subject. 

The earnest desire of those who furnish you 
with little books, is that you may increase in the 
knowledge and understanding of the blessed word 
of God. 
love, esteem, and obey them. ‘‘ Obey them,” 
says St. Paul, “ who have rule over you, and submit 
yourselves; for they watch for your souls,” Heb. 
xiii. 17. Attend to whatever they tell you is God’s 
command; and remember that it is not only they, 
but God who requires it. And when they reprove 
you for any thing they may have seen improper in 
your conduct, towards them or towards others, in 
school or out of school, you are bound to mind 
what they say. Be assured they advise you only 
for your good, they have your temporal and eternal 
welfare at heart. They remember the charge their 
Saviour gave to St. Peter to “ feed his lambs,” and 
in obedience to his command, they devote part of 
their time to teach you the one thing needful, and 
to explain those scriptures, ‘‘ which are able to 
make you wise unto salvation.” ee 

Their chief aim is to teach you the first princi- 
ples of religion, by telling you of the God who made 
you, of the Saviour who died for you, and of the 
Spirit who sanctifies you; how you may obtain 
peace in this world, and happiness in the world to 
come. They not only instruct you, but they pray 
for you. And will you not oblige them by attend- 
ing to their instructions; the most unkind return 
for all their care and labor is to see the ill success 
ofthem. Even the publicans and sinners,our bless- 
ed Lord says, ‘‘ do good to those who do good to 
them.” Oh! how anxious should you be, then, my 
little friends, to repay your kind teachers who thus 
employ their time for your improvement; how it 
behoves you to attend to their instructions. 

Think upon this, think how it grieves them when 
they have cause to reprove you for your inattention 
or misconduct ; remember, that by slighting their 
advice, you not only grieve them, but you are dis. 
obeying the commands of God ; and that if you con- 
tinue to despise and reject their instructions, you 
will sooner or later reflect upon your bad conduct 
with shame and remorse. 

Strive then to please them, resolve for the future 
to obey their commands, pray that the Lord would 
shed his love in your hearts, that a kind temper may 
govern your behavior towards them. Praise God 
for the opportunities of a Sabbath school, where 
you are taught the way to heaven by Jesus Christ. 
Show gratitude to your teachers, by your attention 
to what they say, and if you are really desirous of 
giving them pleasure, endeavor to fulfil their wishes 
to the utmost of your power. Go, children, and 
keep this in your minds, and if you are so foolish as 
to think that your teachers are not entitled to that 
love and respect, and such other returns as you are 
able to give them, let me again tell you, that to teach 
you to read is bat a small part of their labors ; 
they watch over your souls ; they often bear you in 
their hearts before God; they pray that their in- 
structions may not be lost upon you; and that as 
you grow in years you may grow in grace, and in the 
knowledge of the Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ, 
and of his great salvation. 

I do hope that you, my dear children, have at- 
tended to what I have said ; if you have, surely you 
are convinced of the ingratitude you show to God 
and your teachers, if you continue to disobey their 
commands. That you may be brought by the pow- 
er of the Holy Spirit to feel truly thankful for the 
privileges you enjoy, and that you may be enabled 
to love and obey your teachers from the best and 
purest of all motives—the desire of serving God—is 
my earnest prayer. [Child’s Magazine. 
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AN ACCOUNT OF THE CUCULLOS, 
Extracted from “ Abbot’s Letters from Cuba,” 
Recompensa, St. Marks, APRit 20, 1828. 








Last evening amidst the usual sports of the twi- 
light hour on the batey of the plantation, I could 


Your duty therefore, my children, is to} 





joy the scene, the natural fireworks of the country, 
jas I may call the appearance and flight of the Cu- 
_Cullos, I had scarcely arrived in the island, before 
(this splendid insect was mentioned by all my 
| young acquaintances, in terms, as I thought, of en- 
thusiasm and extravagance, natural to their age. 
But I observed that the elder and more sedate were 
almost as unmeasured in the terms of their descrip- 
tion. J remembered with what delight in my child- 
hood I used to gaze on the meadow or lawn, in the 
summer, when the fire-flies were plenty, and cheer- 
ed the darkness of the evening by the sudden flash, 
and as sudden an extinguishment, of their ray of 
light, and I supposed the Cucullos might be an ex- 
hibition a Little more splendid. 

The season for them has come. One or two 
made their appearance the first evening, and were 
hailed like the first notes of birds in the spring. A 
few more cheered the second evening; and afier 
a lapse of a week, and the fall of a heavy shower, 
they are innumerable. Their sportive hour com- 
mences with twilight. Out sallies the family, old 
and young, from the mansion to gaze. ‘The Cu- 
cullos dart in all directions, like so many brilliant 
stars or comets, over the tops of plantations and 
trees, now soaring and again descending ; sudden- 
ly they wheel from one direction to another, 
pursuing and pursued, and playing their circles 
round each other, with a sort of magical enchant- 
ment. It seems as ifthe stars had left their orbits, 
and were mingling in a mazy dance for the enter- 
tainment of the transported gazers. 

Our glow-worm and firefly are not to be mention- 
ed with the Cucullos. The light which these give 
is not a flash, but steady, emitted through two large 
eyes, always visible except when they are flying from 
you, and it is a light of uncommon whiteness and 
purity, not like the red glare of a lamp,not like the 
fiery radiance of Mars, but the soft beams of Venus, 
the morning and evening star. The swifiness and 
irregularity of their flight, the distance at which 
they can see and be seen, the diameter of the cir- 
cle in which they are seen to attract each other, 
and the ardor with which they concentrate toa 
meeting, and whirl round a common centre, delight 
the spectator, and old and young are alive with 
pretty equal glee. 

The children often use a Jamp as a decoy, and 
the distant Cucullos is attracted and taken. One 
Cucullo is exhibited to attract others, and hundreds 
fall into the snare and become prisoners, and are 
kept in cages prepared for them, or in baskets cov- 
ered with a cloth. They are apt to pine in confine- 
ment, and without great skill and care, they die. 
It is usual to feed them with cane and plantain; 
and it is necessary carefully to bathe them in wa- 
ter, and dry them in the sun. They love the dews 
of evening, and showers of rain, and to bask in the 
sun; and that management, which best combines 
the elements of their comfort, is most likely to pre- 
serve them alive. 

While the family is amused on the batey, the 
negroes are playing an active game in the avenues, 
and taking as many of these splendid captives as pos- 
sible. The negro mothers use them as their nurs- 
ing lamps. The creoles are seen running about 
with them in their hands, and sometimes with a half 
dozen of them cruelly strung on a spire of grass. 
This inhumanity to so beautiful an insect ought to 
be rebuked by their masters, but in many cases it 
would be done with an ill grace, as young ladies, 
I am told, adorn their persons for evening assem- 
blies with a string of Cucullo brilliants, disposed 
on their necks or frocks wherever they may ap- 
pear to the best advantage; willing, it should seem, 
to lose some of their moral charms, to display their 
persons in the greater lustre, and to the better ad- 
vantage, 

In apology for this feminine custom, it is said 
that there is a part of the Cucullo, which can be 
pierced without suffering to the insect. The pre- 
cise amount of its sufferings with this kind of usage, 
the insect has no tongue to explain. With the ten- 





derest treatment they expire by hundreds when in 
confinement. 


Out of three hundred attempted to 
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be carried to the United States, by an acquaintance 
of mine, half a dozen only survived the vovage. 
distinguished Spaniard, whom I know, was more 
successful, and reached New-York with fifty, and 
being something of a humorist, he gave them their 
liberty in Broadway, in a fine evening for the pur- 
pose, and was sufficiently diverted by the astonish- 
ment of the citizens, and the eagerness of a thou- 
sand boys in pursuit of the sparkling fugitives. 
Your curiosity to see the Cucullo is, 1 doubt not, 
sufficiently roused ; yet | know you too well to be- 
lieve that you would desire that pleasure at the ex- 
pense of the pining and death of nineteen in twenty 
in leaving their own balmy climate. 

The Cucullo is about an inch and a half long, 
and one fourth of an inch broad. It resembles the 
snapping bug of our country, though a little longer. 
In the day time, it is sleepy, and gives but a faint 
light of a considerable brilliancy, however, when 
shaken. Inthe night they give light enough for 
the purposes of the nursery, and young eyes can 
see to read by them. 

















EDITORIAL. 








CONSCIENCE. 

It may be well to say a few words more to chil- 
dren about Conscience, in addition to the re- 
marks made last week. I would continue my ad- 
vice and affectionate warnings, concerning their 
treatment of the monitor which God has put into 
their minds. 

Let me then advise you, dear children, that you 
do not resist the admonitions of Conscience in Lit- 
tle things, or in those which may appear small to 
you. There are many children who will not lie, 
or steal, or swear profanely, or do any other very 
wicked thing, who at the same time allow them- 
selves in what they would consider small offences. 
They are actions which they know to be wrong, 
that is, they are not right; but they think they are 
trifles; and therefore they can commit only trifling 
sins when they do them, and resist the warnings of 
Conscience only a little. But they ought to re- 
member, that all the great sinners, who are now 
either on earth or ia hell, began to transgress in 
this very way; therefore in this same way they be- 
gin to stumble and fall, and take the way that leads 
them to destruction. ‘I'hey should reflect too, that 
with children little things are great. They cannot 
commit such enormous crimes as adults can ; and 
are under no temptations to do it; and the effects 
of doing bad things which are suited to the age and 
understanding of little folks are as bad as the con- 
sequences of greater crimes upon older persons. 
They should remember too, that, if they stifle the 
voice of Conscience in doing the least thing which 
they know to be wrong, they take one step in putting 
that monitor to sleep. They resist its power, and 
begin a course of resistance which will certainty 
grow and increase ; so that by little sins alone their 
consciences may early become hardened and stu- 
pified, and they will be prepared to commit more 
aggravated sins long before they attain to the age 
Femheet. In childhood also habits are very easi- 
ly and quickly formed; and the habit of hushing 
conscience to sleep is one of the most dangerous 
and wicked into which they can fall. You may 
think, children, when you say this is a small and 
trifling offence, that you will never do such wicked 
things as others; but you know not how soon you 
may be hardened in iniquity, and commit the very 
deeds the thought of which now fills you with 
terror. Remember, then, the dear child mention- 
ed in last week’s Companion, who would not do so 
small a thing as to eat plums taken from a neigh- 

bor’s orchard, because it was sin. Resist the first 
appearance of evil; keep a tender conscience,even 
in the smallest matters; and let not sin deceive 
you and Satan get advantage over you, béfore you 
are aware of it. He who deceives in his words or 


conduct now, will soon not be afraid to lie also a- 
bout trifling matters; he who allows himself in 
“ white lies” to day, will tell “ black” ones to-mor- 
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of others, if they entice you to sin. Thousands 
have had their consciences hardened by merely do- 
ing as they saw others do, and following their per- 
nicious ways, against their own convictions. ‘They 
looked on and saw their companions committing sin, 
and perhaps heard their invitations to come and 
enjoy themselves in the same way. They knew it 
was wrong ; but the temptation was too strong, their 
associates were urgent, and for once they yielded 
and joined with them. ‘To return was not so easy. 
They had resisted the faithful monitor, they had 
darkened their own minds, they had given their 
companions power over them, and now they are 
ready to be led captive again. When the tempta- 
tion returns, they yield again, and soon learn to 
follow the multitude to do evil without remorse. In 
this way they become the servants of sin, and their 
baods are made strong. ‘* My son, if sinners en- 
tice thee consent thou not.” ‘Go not in the way 
of evil” children ; ‘‘ avoid it, turn from it, and pass 
away.” “The companion of fools shall be destroy- 
ed.” Listen not to the entreaties of the most be- 
loved friends, if they ask you to do any thing that 
is wrong, but always inquire whether God will ap- 
prove the deed, and do what His word and your 
own conscience require. You may sometimes have 
the sneers of thoughtless and sinful children; but 
think how easy it is to bear the reproach of the 
wicked if you have the approbation of God. 
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SABBATH SCHOOL ANECDOTE. 
Related by the Rev. Mr. Hoover, at the meeting of the 
Sabbath School Union, in Philadelphia. 

“If, Mr. Chairman, you had accompanied me 
in a walk through this district, two years ago, I 
could have led you to a house, or rather a hovel, 
not far from this spot, which was unfit to be the 
habitation of man or heast. There you would 
have seena widow, with her seven children, in the 
rags of poverty, and with the imprint of misery 
on their countenances; the room and its occu- 
pants. forming a scene of wretchedness seldom 
surpassed, If, sir, you will go with me to-mor- 
row, | will show the same house, but no longer a 
miserable tenement. Within, you shall behold 
the same widow and the same seven children, 
but clothed in comfortable raiment, and peace 
smiling in their faces. Sir, the Sabbath School 
Teacher has been there, and he has led them 
to the place of holy instruction, God has visited 
them in the plenitude of his grace, and five of 
those seven children give joyful evidenee that 
they have passed from death to life” 

— 

PREACHING OF A LITTLE CHILD. 

Several years ago, D was visited with a 
revival. Que evening Mrs. —— and her little 
daughter attended a meeting, and while the min- 
ister was speaking of the neglect of family duties, 
of reading the Scriptures and of family prayer, 
the little daughter, who listened attentively, and 
perceived that the preacher was describing a 
neglect that she had witnessed herself, whisper- 
ed to her mother, this question: “Ma, is Mr. 
talking to you?” This was powerful 
preaching to the mother; she was immediately 
brought under deep convictions, which resulted 
in her hopeful conversion to God. 

New York Evangelist. 








—— 
MY MOTHER’S LAST PRAYER. 

May God protect thee, my little one, said my 
mother, as I stood by her dying bed. There was 
a soft tremor in her failing voice, which check- 
ed the joyous laugh which trembled on my lip, 
as I, in childish joyfulness, shook the pale hand 
of my dying parent from my head, and buried 
my brow in the rich mass of bright hair which 
floated over her pillow. Again her sweet voice 
sighed forth, “ Lead her not into temptation, but 
deliver her from evil.” I raised my face from its 
beautiful resting place, and young as I was, felt 
the influence of a mother’s prayer. Her lips 
still moved, and her deep blue eyes were bent on 
me as if they would have left one of their bright 
unearthly rays as a seal to her death-bed cove- 
nant, but she spoke not again; the last effort of 
nature had uttered that prayer, and she lived not 
to breathe another. 
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Take heed of the example 





I have every reason to believe that God has, in 
& great degree, caused that prayer to be instru- 


mental in gaining its own answer ; for often when 
the heedlessness of childhood and youth would 
have led me into errors, has the sweet voice, 
now hushed forever, intermingled itself with my 
thoughts, and, like the rosy link of a fairy chain, 
drawn me from my purpose. Oft, when my 
brow has been wreathed with flowers for the fes- 
tival, when my cheek has been flushed, and my 
eye sparkled with anticipated pleasure, have | 
caught the reflection of that eye in the mirror, 
and thought it resembled my mother’s; her last 
maternal supplication to heaven, has come back 
to my memory; the clustering roses have been 
torn from my head; sober sadness has chased 
the unnatural glow from my cheek and the sight 
from my eye, and my thoughts have been carried 
back to my lost parent, and from her to the heay- 
en she inhabits; the festival, with all its: attrac. 
tions, has been forgotten, and I have been “ de- 
livered from temptation.” 

Again, when the sparkling wine cup has al- 
most bathed my lips, has the last prayer of my 
mother seemed to mingle with its contents, and 
it has remained untasted. When my hand has 
rested in that of the dishonourable, and trembled 
to touch of him that “ says in his heart, there js 
no God,” has that voice seemed to flow with his 
fascinating accents; I have listened to it, and fied 
as if from a serpent of my native forest. 

Oft have I heard it, as a warning, sound high 
above the music of the violin, as I have joined in 
the mazes of the intricate cotillon, and it has 
saved me from temptation. Never have I receiy- 
ed any great good, escaped any threatening evil, 
or been delivered from temptation, but I have im- 
puted it to the effects of my mother’s last prayer. 

[.V. ¥. Bap. Repository. 
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DESTRUCTION OF SENNACHERIB. 
Il. KINGS. X1x. 35. 


The Assyrian came down like the wolf on the fold, 
And his cohorts were-gleaming in purple and gold, 
And the sheen of their spears was like stars on the sea, 
When the blue wave rolls nightly o’er deep Galilee. 
Like the leaves of the forest when summer is green, 
That host with their banners at sunset were seen ; 
Like the leaves of the forest when autumn hath blown, 
That host on the morrow lay withered and strown. 
For the angel of death spread his wings on the blast, 
And breathed in the face of the foe as he passed, 

And the eyes of the sleepers waxed deadly and chill, 
And their hearts but once heaved, and forever grew still ! 
And there lay the steed, with his nostril all wide, 

But throngh it there rolled not the breath of his pride, 
And the foam of his gasping lay white on the turf, 

And cold as the spray of the rock-beating surf. 

And there lay the rider, distorted and pale, 

With the dew on his brow, and the rust on his mail ; 
And the tents were all silent, the banners alone, 

The lances unlified, the trumpet unblown. 


And the. widow: of Ashur are loud in their wail, 
And the idols are broke in the temple of Baal; 
For the might of the Gentile, unsmote by the sword, 


Hath melted like snow in the glance of the Lord! Byrox. 


From the Episcopal Watchman. 
ON THE DEATH OF ADELAIDE IMLAY, 


Daughter of W. H. Imlay, of Hartford, Con. - 
**Why is our infant sister’s eye 
No more with gladness bright ? 
Her brow of cherub beauty, why 
So like the marble white ?”’ 
My little flock ! ye need no more 
To hush your sportive tread, 
Nor whispering pass the muffled door, 
Your sweetest one is dead, 
Ye list in vain her joyous tone 
Of echoed mirth to hear, 
Nor will her suffering dove-like moan 
Again distress your ear ; 

Lost to a mother’s pillowing breast, 
The snow-wreath marks her bed, 
Her polished cheek in earth must rest, 

Your sweetest one is dead. 


Returning Spring the birds will call 
Their tuneful lays to take, 

And vales and trees and streamlets all 
From winter’s dream awake, - 

Again our cherish’d flowers shall bloom, 
Anew their fragrance shed, 

But she, the darling, will not come, 
Your sweetest one is dead. 

¥e know that blest Redeemer’s name, 
Who gaz’d on Childhood’s charms, 

Indulzent heard its gentle claim, 
And clasp’d it in his arms ; 

To Him your sister-babe hath gone, 
Her pains and. tears are o’er, 

Safe near her Heavenly Father’s Throne 
She tastes of Death no more, . Hw. 

Hartford, February 2d, 1831, 
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